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THE THELEMITE PATH 


You only get to be a Fool 
after you've been every other fool 
you can possibly be 


THE CORVEE OATH 


All Gods and Goddesses attend, 
and do my true will's bidding: 


that I may know me, and become neither; 
that sheer will may triumph, 
in shining glory, 
over truth or lie; 
that daring to War 
we may find Peace; 
that the Word may be heard 
in palaces, huts, and woods, 
and yet remain unspoken. 


And should all faces of the Numen smile upon 
my efforts, humbly arrogant, 

to bring them all within one sway, 

and then this goddess Pan to slay, 

and should all these tongues divine 

bless every accident with bliss 

to make of camel tracks a royal highway, 

this then I pledge: Nothing beyond this. 


THE MYSTERIES OF MASTER THERION 


Filled with the sight he went searching. 
Believing in excitement and pious Antichrist, 
he sought confirmation. 
He walked each path, but on stones. 
He dared to dream the Lord's City. 
He entered in astonishment where bakers pronounce the Suffering One. 


Northward was full of thundering. 

He came south to the Great Island of the dark burning. 
There Life's God laid a silver sea. 

There, on a Hill, he dug the miracle Body. 


He is the One, and also the Paul, 

who was another Joseph, another baptized by holy Ananias. 

The ruby and Him are all, they have that stream of precious books, 
that fine gentle grace. 

We are red, surpassing wonders of books and gemstones. 

Above these wretched rubies of malady, all is clear. 


The mysteries descend to the Host, 
"Twelve has significance to Twelve." 


The Faith world shall have faith in stones. 
Its subject is fallen in excessive approach, 
and compelled to bewilderment. 


A Miner went into the City of Death, 
beyond the Goddess of Dreadful Things, 
and there He told Man's story 


Where celebrants protect the sacred wall, 
He sang. 


TO FEEL JOY 


To bathe one's ears 

in a fragrant swell 

of polyphonic melody 

is nothing to the song 
the universal being sings 


Nor can poor symphonies of meaning 

in these strings of words 

ever cast one nilth of all the spells 

that are contained in just one nothingth of infinity 


And strive I may in every way 
that ever graced the human race 
I'll never convey the slightest clue 
to anyone of what I knew 

and now know just as memory 

of light of song of ecstasy 


But if I could, you'd see 


ROUND O 


In the beginning all that is was one, 

and so it seems it shall be when all's done. 

Yet if the start be cognate with the end 

then who can tell exactly where they blend, 
and who could cut that thread before it's spun? 


The center holds its world like earth by sun 

is held till all its revolution's run. 

Nor night, nor day, nor star, nor moon, descend 
in the beginning. 


The infinitely large, beyond reason, 

of every point is both father and son. 

So talk no more of Fates who life-threads tend. 
The weaving of this cloth's no job to send 

out to piece-workers before it's begun, 

in the beginning. 


The Magician causes change according to will 
The Mystic is changed by love 
Thus, to change oneself is the ultimate end of all existing 


A small frail pale 

woman with dark brown hair 

and a deep dark circle 
under each eye 

dances a naked spiral 

in and out 
between the white hot altar and the cold black tent walls 
(embroidered with strange constellations) 


Tom-toms throb 

where the blood squirts by my eardrums 
It seems that sweat 
is stinging my unblinking eyes 
Is it my breath 

keeping time 

with her hot white feet on the black cold dirt? 

(or the muffled cries of dying earthworms?) 


SUBCONSCIOUS METAL 


The too heard air, I hear the complicated it, a child-other-sense hears on. 
People are high-powered, but only another. 

Professors day-tortured, adults crossed. 

In immediate dreams he tried image tales of mercenary there, his degradation. 
Those been dreams with baseness in, and misery was that. 

Afterwards, horrible years, the world only that, a dream coalescence. 

In misery was image. 


Chimneys, sailors, as if to own them. 

Today, snow is out. 

Reverend bard is with cat. 

Slow, barefoot, he remembers and announces, 

"Bethesda, eternal street, cap of second upflying!" 

Wraith night, the me-ferry, overglowed across waters of they, old. 
The ferry driftwood poops ornamental at the Mississippi. 

Fog glowed, mystic and ghostly. 


Psychic heavens, enlightening documents, destroying disease, 
putting pain where we used to be well as ceremonies, 

and figuring it for witches. 

Moon, thorn-bush in superstition, a dog-man, thou-man, my moon. 
I, caliban-seen-in-me, adore this heaven. 

My dog-out scene is the dog-bush of heaven. 

The bough acclaimed is aboard. 

Seth is action. 

Horus staggers onto assembled Osiris, hoists his father's assailant, 
fragrant of escape. 

But the air whitens back sense. 


Thus, with earth again we speak, proceed to call the of of every the. 
And sometimes we, having water, find Romans. 
The apprehensions which serve are wiser than thought. 


SUBCONSCIOUS METAL REFORGED 


Abhor the metal of practice, of ego-combination laws. 
Process from relaxation, but permit operation of thinking, 
or mechanical is the prayer topic. 

Carefully, the wish has died, 

passing over windows, a thing-balloon from wholly. 


What is, advises you: Training From The Law, Advice About Wilt Do. 
Already, questions proverb: Is mind that emotion in a proclamation, 
as meditation, as workable state? 


Respect to be is regressive, 
as chaotic as smelling the fearless roar situation. 


HER KISSES 


You haven't been kissed 

Until you've been kissed by everything 

It'll take your breath away 

Hell, it'll take your entire being away 

and knock you to the floor while you don't exist 


Which is where you'll awaken once more to life 
With the goofiest grin on your face 

and a heart as open to every possibility 

as it's possible to be 


And if you say anything at all 
It'll just be "Wow!" 


KOAN FOR JUGGLERS 


How do you let go of everything without letting go of anything? 


CERTAINTY & FAITH 


What do I know for certain? 

I know that I exist, and I know that I know that I exist. 

Otherwise, who the hell is asking the question? 

Beyond that, nothing is certain. 

Everything I experience may be a complete and utter delusion. 

There may be no such thing as objective reality. 

My subjective reality may be all that exists. 

But along with my uncertainty I have faith. 

I believe in objective reality even though all my experience is subjective. 
I believe in objective reality, but I don't know for certain what it is. 


Most people believe they know what objective reality is. 

Which brings me to other people. 

I believe they exist. 

Like me, they know that they exist, and they know that they know that they exist. 
But what most of them know doesn't end there like it does for me. 

They are the ones who know what objective reality is. 


Even those who realize that all their experience must be subjective still believe it is their experience of 
an objective reality that they are certain exists. 

They don't understand, or they forget, that they are taking a leap of faith. 

That is the beginning of delusion. 

From it eventually arises all the negative consequences of certainty: 
close-mindedness, self-righteousness, paranoia, 

selfishness, intolerance, and narcissism. 

But one can avoid this delusion and its consequences. 

Stop being certain about the experience of a reality which one can only have faith in. 
Start concentrating more on what you know for certain: 

you exist and you know that you exist. 


MY GOAL, IN YOUR TERMS 


to be 
as much of the real me 
as you are able to see 


GOD, SLAVE, THE KING 


I am the Anticrowley, 
here to abolish all 
necrophile-sycophants 
who suck dry marrow 
from long-dead bones 

and leave fresh sap 

of the world-ash to 

feed mere fungi, molds, 
bacteria, and snails. 

Hear me, ye Crowleyan 
fans and bigots, the 
lowliest creatures of slime 
are nobler than thou! 

For instead of turning shit 
to life, you turn the brightest 
shining gold to puerile turds 
of deadest lead. You spurn 
the truth that Man is God 
and waste your worship 
on a fat old fraud! 

I am the Anticrowley, 

and I am angry that 

even the word of Will 

is bent by you, not 

into a fitting yoke of 
discipline, but into links 
to forge a chain 

to bind yourselves 

to another's brain. 

I am the Anticrowley. 

I peck at the eyes 

of Aleister as he dies 

in purple ecstasy. 

I spit on your 

crapulous creed! 


NOTES FOR A POEM 


The sound that humps along like an animal 
The sound of a door closing over and over again 
but never shutting out the rain 
The sound that somehow manages to be visible 
The sound of Vishnu and the Kabalists 
The sound of a word echoing in a dark and mysterious way 
The sound of my heartbeat 


black, so dark it glows 
the first memory? 
the last? 


soft warm fluid 

floating in the troubled isolation tank 
swimming the channel 

to burst into what? 


blinding bright blackness 
a febrile night 
haunted by stars & space 


A SUTRA ON THE MYSTIC UNION 


that's what it comes down to 
experiences 


don't believe it's possible 
to say anything at all that 
makes any sense at all 
about the ultimate, the absolute, the god, the 
Divinity 
whatever it is that the Mystic seeks Union with and achieves Union 
with 


so I'm not going to talk 
about that 


experience 


where 
everything 
everything goes out of existence except 
what's Indescribable 
that means the I (eye) 


the Consciousness 
the sense of I am this 
isn't there 
or a gap is 


experienced 


so that later on 
when this I am 
returns 
it can say ‘where was my I-amness?’ 
instead there 
was this utterly Indescribable reality 


if you're standing up 
when that happens it's pretty 
unlikely 
it's pretty unlikely that you're 
going to stay 
standing 


though of course 
it's possible 
who am I to say? 
it's just very very 
unlikely that I would stay standing 


losing Consciousness is like that 
but there's losing Consciousness into black 
and there's losing Consciousness into white 


I think death must be something like that, black and white, black or white 
Extinction or absorption into 
this Indescribable reality 


QUOTIDIAN 


ah, sweet memories I don't have 

long since the vision blotted out the real 

and pain ignored became the pain I feel 

and what you've offered me the chance to save 
I offer back in hope that time will heal 


if nothing lurks in nights beyond the grave 
we still might sing and mark the time we steal 
and patiently accept the life we slave 

until our purpose nights, and days, reveal 


there is something about 

clear night skies 

that whispers to me 

in countless unseen stars 

like unheard songs 

behind the cold black desert wind 


IT 


Baudelaire knew 
and cried the tears 
of celibacy 
because of it 


Poe knew 

and tried to 
marry his way 
out of it 


Gertrude Stein knew 
and had to go 

to Paris, France 

to say it 


Kerouac knew 
and even 

his mother 
can't deny it 


life and death know 
don't ask me how 
i feel it 


growth and eternal 
decay are it 


no amount 
of reasoning 
nor irreason 
can change it 


A VILLANELLE FOR DAO SUN 


Everything is but illusion 
on the track of trackless ways, 
heading nowhere but to fusion. 


Some have reached this sure conclusion, 
now, as some in ancient days: 
Everything is but illusion. 


The forms appear in wild profusion, 
minding not how each one strays, 
heading nowhere but to fusion. 


Each to all makes its allusion, 
flash of light on water plays. 
Everything is but illusion. 


Birth is but a fresh infusion 
of life's blood to feed death's frays, 
heading nowhere but to fusion. 


Remember, lost amidst confusion 
on this track of trackless ways, 
everything is but illusion 
heading nowhere but to fusion. 


SABINE SONNET 


Surely, this is madness, to love you so 
without restraint. Boundless, my unreason 
is but a complement to your mad show 

of laughter, tears, sighs, and fears. A season 
passes each new moment of our embrace. 

Is this the answer then? I love you for 

your unpredictability. Such grace 

is not the gift of the God of the poor, 

but rather of some warrior lord whose might 
is like a heavy sword that only strong 

and skillful hands may grasp to ply in fight. 
Can risky love like this last very long? 

Go ask the sword and scabbard what to think! 
As well to ask the well if we should drink. 


A SONNET FOR MYSELF 


It's not by stealth that self is brought to bay. 
It's not by craft or wile that we make out 

the secret lamp that lights our hearts' one way. 
But rather it's by wielding earnest doubt 
against our fiercest foes, our fear and hate, 
that by this means we kill off time and death. 
And if you follow doubt through its last gate, 
to stand before the shrine of your last breath, 
and kneel in adoration to true self, 

which is alone what doubt cannot destroy, 

it matters not, be Ghibelline or Guelph. 

True heroes did attack, and defend, Troy. 

It's there, beyond all hope, that all doubts die. 
It's there, beyond all doubt, that true wills lie. 


FIND 


You find the way to god 
in each and all tradition 
You find the way to peace 

in every path you trod 


You find the way to emptiness 
You find the way to void 

You find the way to overcome 
your mind, and look at god 


You find the way, and not a way 
You find yourself is lost 

and all you find is destiny 

and all that is is fraud 


You find the way, but not your way 
You fear the future, know the past 
You find the way, and know its cost: 
your mind to look at god 


AIWAZ 


I was going to write about the trance of the universal joke 
& tears of joy and all that 

but instead I want to write about Jack's Elixir Bar 
where earlier I communed with the Gods, a pint of Harp 
& a pint of cider 

It was, like much of the world these days 

a palace of Nuit, a chapel of Babalon 

a wishing-well of fitful dreams 

no longer really real 

And the joy of letting go 

relaxing, being truly where 

and when I realized that 

Gertrude Stein ("There is no 

there there") owned a lot 

in the City of P's-- 

well it made me glad 

I love you 


GIRL BOY GIRL (THE O.T.O.) 


get Babalon Goddess. 
go Beast go. 

great big gism- 

gobs being gulped. 
God bless genitalia. 


THE O.T.O. POEM 


One thought only, 
orifice to orifice. 
Organ throb omelet, 
oval-tongued oralism. 
Osculate the ooze. 
Olfact, taste orgasm. 
Open throat osmosis, 
obtain thine object. 
Opera Templi Orientis 


PURPLE BEYOND PURPLE (WITH APOLOGIES TO GELETT BURGESS) 


I've never fucked a IXth degree. 
I never hope to key one. 

But I can tell you, yesiree, 

I'd rather fuck than be one! 


ETTARRE 


Whenever I am not inside you 

there is nothing sweet but sex. 
Whenever I swell to bursting heart 

and overflow with love and passion 
there is nothing sweet. 

Love alone can save me from 

this overhanging precipice of will 

about to fall undone 

and crush my one immortal spirit 

into dust of barest sentience. 

To see your distant hungry moaning 
agony of half-closed eyes, 

to hear the swollen reddening 

of your muscle clutching pelvic squeeze, 
to smell the small swift cataclysms 

of your once-dry fountain's grand release. 
All these remind me of my own 
inadequately human consciousness. 
Until I am not inside you and 

there is nothing sweet but sex. 


NEMONCLATURE: A DIALOGUE FOR ONE VOICE 
0. Silence surrounds the Masters that cradle the Babe. 
fer 


2. Silence surrounds the Initiates of the Secret Folly. 
3. "An egg is the goal of all sperm." 


4. Silence surrounds the Initiates of the Vital Wisdom. 
5. "To juggle more, become stronger." 


6. Silence surrounds the Initiates of the Pitch-black Minerva. 
7. "The Gods, triumphant over all!" 


8. Silence surrounds the Initiates of the Opened Portal. 
9. "Wives should always be lovers too." 


10. Silence surrounds the Initiates of the Toiling Creator. 
11. "You can't teach an old dog new tricks." 


12. Silence surrounds the Initiates of the Creator's Toilings. 
13. "An old dog knows where the bones are buried." 


14. Silence surrounds the Initiates of the Unveiled Oracle. 
15. "O lover, if thou wilt, depart!" 


16. Silence surrounds the Initiates of the Violet Graal. 
17. "Triumphant? Over all the gods? 


18. Silence surrounds the Initiates of the Sage Vitality. 
19. "To become stronger, juggle more." 


20. Silence surrounds the Initiates of the Foolish Secret. 
21. "A sperm is the dream of all ova." 


outward appearance without real substance or content 
being without equipment or furnishings 
the condition of having nothing in it 
a space with nothing at all in it 
having an empty space within it 

a space left empty by absence 

the quality of being empty 

the state of being empty 

completely empty space 

a feeling of emptiness 

that which is void 

not a living thing 

nobody on earth 

nobody present 

nothing inside 

empty bottles 

empty house 

empty space 

not a soul 

an opening 

a break 

a gap 


PROJECT UNIVERSE 


first, a physical reality 

jars of elements 
clutter a table in front of Carl Sagan 

he explains what they all are 

and says that the only difference between him and them 

is how he and they are organized 

but he's not quite right 

"how" is a part of it, 
but "what" is a more important part 

is what organizes Carl Sagan different than what organizes me? 

our chemicals are virtually the same, but our psyches? do we have psyches? 

perhaps Carl doesn't, but he must have chemicals organized as a brain 


secondly, this brain operates by instinct 
instinct underlies waking consciousness 
and dreaming is purely instinctual 


thirdly, semantic thought and the logic of grammar 
define consciousness 


fourthly, desire and distaste may give rise to losing and winning 
fifth, is the heart of the matter 
the vision 
from its brilliant fullness of noon 
from its subtle canvas of twilight 
from its indigo blot of midnight 
to the most glorious epiphanies of its blazing dawn: 
it's who you are not how you are 


six: you must have a direction 
you shall choose and act 


seven: be pleased to pay all debts (you may only cheat in your own universe) 
eight: teardrops still permitted 
nine: laughter only 


there is a tenth one also 


CALL AND RESPONSE 


A Cross arose across a Rose 


THE ACT OF CREATION 


I was just dreaming. 

I had a desire. 

I tried to avoid 

the pain, 

to reach 

the pleasure underneath, 

and in this way 

arrived 

at an ideal. 

This ideal became all-consuming, 
inhabiting all my thoughts 

and dreams. 

Songs I wrote for this ideal, 
humming haunting melodies all day long. 
This ideal teaching me 

to pray each night. 

Becoming so very concentrated 
upon this ideal 

that I never even noticed 

your hand in mine, 

your lips on mine, 

your mine. 

You're mine. 


Then, saving every shiny drop 

like some very very very dark magpie, 
I painted a picture 

of black & white 

in living color, 

a picture of dreams 

come true, 

a picture of tomorrow 

most awful and most mild, 

while over my own shoulder I eye 
wondering how it will look when it's dry. 


The dog chases its tail 
The snake eats it 
I rub mine until it 
feeds the world 


TENSES 


He stood up and walked into the light. 


It was absolutely blinding yet the sense of sight remained. 
It was all he could do to retain consciousness. 


He became aware of sound, 
but like the light it was all sound overwhelming hearing 


and yet the sense that hearing could go on remained. 


He had never heard or seen anything more beautiful and he was absolutely certain that nothing more 
beautiful could exist. 


Beautiful can only be a placeholder he realized because this was all beauty overwhelming any aesthetic 
appreciation yet leaving the sense that somehow beauty could be appreciated. 


And he knew this was all the truth in a way that overwhelmed the idea of truth as a logically 
established fact yet left the sense that there is Fact. 


The roar, the blaze, the vision. 


All combined to set him back where he had been, but on the floor realizing that he had indeed lost 
consciousness, but yet with the sense that consciousness continued to exist. 


Not in him, but in that light sound joy which had overwhelmed him. 


